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enough to last me till I see my beloved again. At
least endeavour to lengthen your stones, otherwise
I am wholly undone. For now must I endure an-
other night of separation, by the feeble aid of the
portrait, which loses its power daily by contrast with
the original. Thus the King spent the night in
a state of fearfulness, gazing at the portrait. And
when the sun rose, he rose also, and hardly got
through the day with the assistance of Rasakdsha
and the garden. Then when the sun set, they went
again to the hall of audience. And there they saw
the Princess, clad in a robe of emerald hue, and a
bodice studded with moonstones, and her crown
and other ornaments, sitting on her throne. And
she looked at the King affectionately, and he sank
upon a couch, speechless and fascinated, under the
spell of her beauty. Then Rasakdsha came forward
and stood before her and began again:

Lady, there lived formerly, in a certain country,
a king. And he had a domestic chaplain, who was
smitten with an evil passion for another man's wife.
And she was a wicked woman and returned his love.
But owing to the watchful jealousy of her husband,
they could find no opportunity for private inter-
views. So at last, finding himself unable to visit his
beloved in his own person, that chaplain adopted